THE 


F A BL 4 


O F THE 


Cocks and Ganders. 


O ME Cocks of the Game, 
From Combat came, 
Who Battle did Delight! in; 

With Spurs well Whett, 

And Stomachs ſharp Set, 

Moſt Apropo for Fighting 


'Tis worth your Remarks, 
That while theſe Sparks, 


Were gone upon the Wander; 
And ſome were Slain, 


Their Hoard of Grain, 
Was caten by a Gander. 


G- z---ds quoth the Cocks, Lo 
Mr. Gooſe what a Pox. 

Do you think you've play d us s fairly, 
While we receiv'd Scarr S, 
For Glory in Wars, 


To Gobble up all our Barly. 


Quoth the Gaunder do you think, 
Becauſe yon can Drink, 
And come home with your Coxcombs 
And juſtly deſerve, 2 bloody; 
For your Follies to Starve, 
That I muſt not live by my Study. 


vou may let your Tongues looſe, 
And call me a Gooſe, 

| And I may call you C n; 

But ſay what you will, 

I have not one Quil, 


But what's better at all your Weapons. 


The MORAL. 


While your an like Cocks, 
Stand Shots, Blows and Knocks, 


and wear Feathers and ſuch like Pageants ; 
Their Pay and their Gain, | 


As the Gooſe eat the Grain, . 
Is Swallow d by the C-----ls and Agents. 


